





City Groups That Provide Meals 


7. Marian Centre 

10536-98 Street - 424-3544 

Daily except Wednesdays 

12:00 to 12:45 p.m. meal 

Closed from the 27th of each month to the Ist 


1. Bissell Centre 

10527-96 Street - 423-2285 
Monday to Thursday — 10:30 a.m. 
— sandwiches 

Friday — 9:45 a.m. — sandwiches 


3. Inner City Pastoral Ministry 
at The Bissell Centre - 424-7652 
Snacks after Sunday Service 

- 12:00 to 1:00 


3. Christ Church 
12116-102 Avenue — 488-1118 
Every 3rd Saturday — 5:00 p.m. meal 


4. Herb Jamieson Centre 

10014 -105A Avenue — 429-3470 

For men not on assistance 

Monday to Friday 7:00 to 7:45 a.m. break- 

fast 

12:00 - 12:45 p.m. — lunch 

5:00 to 5:45 p.m. — supper 

Weekends 11:00 ~- 11:45 a.m. - breakfast 
4:00 — 4:45 p.m. — supper 


5. Hope Mission - 422-2018 
Daily 7:00 to 7:45 - breakfast 
Noon - lunch 

5:00 to %;45 - supper 


6. House of Refuge Mission 
10339-95 Street 


Daily - 8 p.m. — meal 


8. The Mustard Seed 

10635-96 Street — 426-5600 

Monday to Friday — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. supper 
Saturday — 5 p.m. — supper 

Zero tolerance of alcohol 


9. Operation Friendship 

9526-106 Avenue — 429-2626 

Monday to Friday — 9:00 a.m. — breakfast 

Monday to Sunday — 12 noon — lunch 
5:00 p.m. — supper 

For seniors over 55 only 


10. Red Road Healing Centre — 471-3220 
Friday — 12:00 to 1:00 p.m. — soup and ban- 
nock 


11. Salvation Army 
9619-101 Avenue- 429-4274 
Fridays — 7:30 a.m. to 8:30 a.m. — breakfast 


12. St Peter’s Evangelical Lutheran Church 
9606-110 Avenue — 426-1122 

Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday, 7:00 
a.mBreakfast 


13.St. Faith’s Anglican Church - 

parish hall 

11725-93 Street — 477-5931 

Thursday — 12:00 noon — soup 

Saturday — 8:30 a.m. to 10:00 a.m. —breakfast 


3rd Friday of the month — 7:00 p.m. — supper 


14. Emmaus Church 
5015- 144 Avenue — 275-1647 
Monday — 4:45 to 6:00 p.m. — meal 


15. Women’s Emergency Accommodation 
Centre 

9611-101A Avenue — 423-5302 

Meals for women staying at the shelter. 

If not, bag lunch is given 


16. Edmonton Orthodox Reformed Church 
1161- 95 A Street — 479-1860 
Thursdays, 6:25 p.m. soup 


17. Robertson Wesley United Church 
10209-123 Street 482-1587 

Second Saturday of each month 
January to November, 5:00 p.m. meal 


18. Jasper Place Health and Wellness 
Centre 

15210 — Stoney Plain Road — 481-4001 
Mondays — 7:00 to 8:00 p.m. — meal 


19. One Accord Bible Fellowship Church 
10802 — 93 Street - 425-6310 
Saturdays, 10:00 to 1:00 p.m. meals 
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Edmonton Street News reserves the 
right to refuse publication of any 
article and or ad at the discretion of 
the board of Edmonton Street News 
Society. 


We will not trivialize 
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photographs. 


The views presented in this publica- 
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Police Actions in Sweatbox incident lacking in common sense 


Even if you 

= don’t care what 
j happens to 
homeless, intox- 
icated persons 

= and are fed up 
with seeing 
drunk people on 
the streets, you 
should be con- 
cerned about 
how well the 
police are performing their jobs. The 
Edmonton City Police are there to protect 
and to serve, I believe. This being the case, 
we can expect them to be doing just that 
while on duty. Why then were the officers 
involved in the sweatbox incident joy riding 
for some three hours with a paddy wagon full 
of intoxicated persons instead of simply tak- 
ing the people in question to whatever desti- 
nation was most beneficial, and dropping 
them off. 

I can’t think of any employer who would 
condone such blatant misuse of a company 
vehicle. Whether you happen to be the pizza 
delivery boy, an ETS driver or are driving 
some other company vehicle, there is mileage 
to be logged, there is the cost of fuel, and 
there is your time to be accounted for. If a 
bus driver were to drive that bus around for 
three hours instead of completing his rounds 
and taking his passengers to the next bus 





ere 


stop, he would in all likelihood be fired — no 
question about it. 

There is also the waste of tax dollars in 
fuel, driving around who knows where to use 
up to three hours to transport passengers 
from the south side to the north side. Even 
in rush hour traffic, I can drive that distance 
in less than ar hour. 

So, why then was there no disciplinary 
action on even this issue — not even a warn- 
ing like —- “You boys better be out there pro- 
tecting and serving not joy riding around 
with a city vehicle while the real criminal are 
out doing their thing.” 

Childish and unprofessional are just two 
of the words that come to mind to describe 
such behaviour. 

Criminal is the third. It happens to be 
illegal to transport people against their will, 
and to detain them against their will. It used 
to be called kidnapping. At least it was prior 
to this incident. 

Police officers are not above the law — 
they exist for the purpose of enforcing the 
law. We expect them to act as professionals 
while on duty, with respect to protecting the 
human rights of all individuals. Whatever 
their feelings regarding the individuals 
involved in the sweatbox incident, they had a 
responsibility to treat them with fairness and 
to uphold the law — in other words, to protect 
and to serve. 

By Linda Dumont 


Oh S**t- No one wants of clean up 


I went to give some food to a homeless 
person who was sitting in a three sided, two- 
meter high cement enclosure in front of the 
George Spady Centre. I couldn’t help but 
notice a terrible stench. On further investiga- 
tion, I discovered an area of about two 
square feet that was covered, one inch deep 


with human feces. It looked like it had been 
building up for months, and there was even 


a pair of pants all soiled with feces. 

I asked at the Spady Centre for tools to 
clean up, but was refused. “We don’t want 
s**t on our cleaning tools, “ I was told. 

Since the metal piece of equipment in the 
enclosure appeared to belong to Epcor, | 
walked across the alley to the where the big 
new Epcor building is being built. There I 
was told that no one from Epcor was present 
because it was Sunday. The workers there 
were only sub-contractors. A supervisor, who 
claimed to be a Christian, went along with 
me to inspect the site. He agreed that it was 
pretty disgusting, but was unwilling to lend a 
shovel or give me a phone number from 
Epcor, but he suggested I ask for help from 
Hope Mission Herb Jamieson Centre. 

When I was refused clean up tools there 
as well, I asked to see the supervisor on duty 
and begged for help. The supervisor said that 
in 20 minutes, after they finished using their 


No More 
Mister Nice 


Guy 


Allan Sheppard 


Allan Sheppard is a freelance writer and editor, 
and a volunteer writer for Edmonton Street News. 
As a pensioner, he finds himself from time to time 
on the edge of poverty and homelessness. As a 
self-appointed community elder, he thinks and 
worries about the needs of children, youth, par- 
ents and others who face lives of poverty and 
inadequate education in the midst of unprecedent- 
ed wealth. 





Nice guys finish last, as the conventional 
wisdom goes, so what are we to think about 
a guy who finishes first? 

If you supported the Progressive 


cleaning tools, she would lend them to me. 
In the meantime, I took a large garbage 
bag and two flat pieces of wood and started 
scooping the feces into the bag. It was dis- 
gusting smelly work. 
When the garbage bag was full I knocked 
on the door of the Spady to get another 


garbage bag. No one answered so I decided to 
“sive them s##t”. 1 dumped the feces into a 


small pail at the staff entrance and let it 
overflow. I then refilled the bag and left it 
beside the overflowing pail. They could figure 
out what to do with the stuff. 

On Monday, I phoned Epcor and told 
them the situation.An employee named Tim 
asked what I thought Epcor should do.I sug- 
gested a porta-potty or some kind of regular 
clean up. Sure enough, a couple of days 
later, someone had mopped away the last 
traces of the feces. But a few days later, 
there were feces there again. I again contact- 
ed Tim who said Epcor had been there, taken 
photos and was considering enclosing the 
open area with a fence. 

Building a fence to keep people from 
defecating on a piece of land is typical of 
Edmonton’s solutions in dealing with home- 
lessness issues. It’s OK as long as it doesn’t 
affect our property. If it does, build a fence. 

By Bob 
Conservatives in the recent election because 
you thought their leader was a nice guy, you 
might want to reconsider your opinion. Not 
that it will change anything; Ed Stelmach's 
PC's won a decisive victory on March 3, and 
there will be no getting rid of them for at 
least four years, if then. But you might want 
to take note of the possibility that sharp 
teeth lurk behind the man's "aw, shucks" 
smile and disarming public manner. 

We have some evidence, now, that our 
Ed's true persona may be more like that of 
the ambitious pool shark, Fast Eddie Felson, 
played by Paul Newman in the 1961 movie, 
"The Hustler," than the laid-back, smiley- 
faced, almost innocuous Easy Ed doll 
shrewdly shopped around the province 
before the election by his political handlers. 

Item: The premier summarily banned ~ 
CBC radio and television, from lockups 
where the government releases information” 


Continued on page six 


Police officers 
avoid criminal 
charges in 


“Sweatbox 
Incident” 


© 


Edmonton City Police officers, who picked 
up nine people in the Whyte Avenue area, 
packed them into the back of a paddy wagon 
and drove around for several hours before 
dumping them off in the Balwin neighbour- 
hood, have avoided criminal charges. After a 
public complaint last January, the RCMP 
launched a year-long investigation of the 
matter which concluded in February. — 

Four of the nine people who were 
involved in the incident expressed their dis- 
appointment over the findings of the investi- 
gation, and their concern that there could be 


more such incidents involving police. 

Chris Robillard, said, “We’re human 
beings, not animals.” 

His brother, Victor, said, “I didn’t like 
what they did — why drive us around for three 
hours?” 

Diane Wood said, “They think because 
we're homeless Native people they can do 
that. It’s not right. They’ve done it to other 
people. We’re not the only ones. That’s cruel” 

Lorraine Swan said, “What they did was 
wrong. It could happen again to anyone.” 

Pedro Schultz, who works as a volunteer 
street pastor, spoke to the media outside the 
courthouse Friday, June 13 saying, “I am 
deeply hurt and angry at this coming right 
after Prime Minister Harper’s apology for the 
residential schools. This will further the mis- 
trust Native people already have for the 
police.” 

Theresa McBryan said the police need to 
find better ways to pass their time than 
wasting tax dollars riding around with a 
paddy wagon full of intoxicated people. 
“What the hell are we paying police for?” she 
asked. “They should be paying attention to 
real criminals. What were they doing wast- 
ing time and gas driving around when they 


should have been working.” 


By Linda Dumont 


Opinion — Unfriendly Policing in “friendly” 
Winnipeg 


Winnipeg Manitoba, Canada -- 

Recently two policemen stopped a 
squeegee kid ( Squeegee kids are homeless 
youths who clean car windshields at inter- 
sections for money in Canada) at Portage 
and Broadway and gave him a ticket for 
‘obstructing traffic’. They also allegedly took 
him into the back of an unmarked van and 
beat the crap out of him leaving him injured 
according to the squeegee kid. There was a 
witness. The next time there is another ‘inci- 
dent’ of police misconduct against a 
squeegee kid here in Winnipeg there will be 
swift ‘action’ in the form of litigation and 
protest. But there is a bright side to the situ- 
ation this time — these cops were stupid and 


arrogant enough to give him a ticket as well 
as a beating! -- So we have their badge num- 
bers! 

Several activists in the city have mobi- 
lized for this important cause. Several volun- 
teers will be ‘monitoring’ squeegee kids at 
work and will be equipped with video cam- 
eras. The police should be aware that 
absolutely anyone could be a monitor — as 


we have volunteers in their teens all the way 
up to senior citizens! -- And both male and 
female volunteers. The elderly woman at the 
bus stop could be a monitor, or the young 
student, a dumpster diver, or even a well- 
dressed businessman sitting sipping his cof- 
fee...Although squeegeeing is illegal techni- 


cally, it should not give errand boy thugs of 
businessmen the right to assault these citi- 
zens. The law is unjust and is due for repeal. 

The favourite method for Winnipeg Police 
when the less fortunate among us in friendly 
Winnipeg dare to assert our rights is to sim- 
ply try and ‘crush’ us out using brutality and 
intimidation. 

This is not an unknown occurrence in 
Winnipeg, unfortunately. ...Here’s one exam- 
ple: A sqeegee kid alledgedly had his head 
smashed into the hood of a cop car until a 
bus driver intervened and asked the cop 
what the hell he thought he was 
doing...According to a recent Free Press arti- 
cle many of Winnipeg’s citizens are afraid of 
the police here in ‘friendly Manitoba’ ...The 
Manitoba Human Rights Commission 
thought it concerning enough to recently 
publish a report regarding the many com- 
plaints filed against police in Winnipeg 
recently. Visible minorities have also filed 
many complaints -- Acting chief of Winnipeg 
Police Services, Doug Webster even admitted 
he was deeply concerned about allegations of 
serious criminal misconduct by police. 
Another complaint often cited is that it takes 
so long for police to arrive. It’s ironic, howev- 
er, that when cops are called about squeegee 
kids they arrive within minutes and enthusi- 
astically harass (And beat them). But when 
there’s possible danger (From ‘real’ crimi- 
nals), they drag their feet and make sure 
they always have ten to one odds in their 
favour. Power, authority, and leadership in 
the wrong hands can be a frightening thing 
for our less fortunate citizens in ‘friendly’ 
Winnipeg — Or anywhere! 

NEW INFO: There are now very few 
squeegee people (and other poor-looking citi- 
zens) to be seen on the street in Winnipeg 
anymore...That’s because they are being bru- 
tally repressed by police and swept off the 
streets. Certain of the ‘real criminals’ on the 
street, on the other hand, are ignored -- 
why? Is it because drug dealing on the street 
is 'zood for local businesses but poor looking 
scruffy looking people are not? -- I think so. 


By Rodney Graham. 

For Street Sheet Canada, 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 

204-783-724 
5streetsheetcda@hotmail.comRod. 


Everybody loves Raymond in Edmonton 


What is life? Is it like a game? Why does 
Ken love to amuse himself on the field of 
play? Even if he loses! Even if he gets hurt 
on the field! A puzzle? Well, do we have an 
answer to this dilemma? Let's see. The ele- 
ments of life. What do they consist of? We 
need freedom, but we have barriers. What is 
our purpose? To win, right? Of course it is, 
but to win at all costs? Not really! But we 
must win or we will forfeit our right to play!! 


We will be looked upon as losers! We might 


lose our right to play! we cannot appear to be 
weak or we will lose our macho image and 
women will avoid us. Men will look upon us 
with disdain. We will be the laughing stock of 
our team!Not really! Who really cares ,but — 
you! This is your image, this is all about your 
self concept and how you think of yourself. 

We put high standards on ourselves. 
Sometimes they are unrealistic and we can- 
not fulfill them. We cower and feel empty and 
wish we could be like them . The successful 
ones! The ones who get everything they want! 
Who are these people! The elite, the big 
wheels, the men! Well believe it or not they 
feel the same as you do. Do you think that 
life is a bowl of cherries for these super 







a! think notl! That life ages 2 net oat ie 


have all the glory. I'm happy with one woman 
and I'm glad to be her man and forget the 
limelight. Life is too short to be embroiled in 
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Hugh MacDonald, MLA 
Edmonton-Gold Bar 


#102, 7024 — 101 Avenue, NW 
Edmonton, Alberta T6A OH7 


e-mail: hugh.macdonald @assembly.ab.ca 
website: www.liberalopposition.com 


this type of controversy. Let me know how 
you feel about this article. 
By Raymond Barriere 


Edmonton Street News Page 3 














aes The Awakening 
' ron Spencer 


fama "§ ayie éhickens, eS 


ee a timo es Sen 

ol od my will against my per- 
S and prepared myself to be in the 

ras ‘left of my immediate 


blonde | Spee fashioned in the most 
Beneetitie ‘style I could muster, best clothes 
‘chosen for impact; I now plastered on my 
face a tight, enduring smile. Now I was 
ready, ready to pass their unscrupulous 
inspection and cunning eyes, for in the most 
matter of fact way, each was blessed with the 
ability to: shred or cut to the bone any minis- 
cule show of: self-worth or pride. This all 
would be done with the sweetness of a smile, 
and what right did anyone have to be angry 
at a sweet, smiling person? Surely an angry 
reaction would be a tell-tale sign of over-sen- 
sitivity, or perhaps would prove once and for 
all that one was a troublemaker, unwilling or 
unable to enter into the spirit of fun. What’s 
wrong can’t you take a joke. 
-— The mood in the limo was loud and 
ridiculously merry, with the distinct under- 
currents of tension that flowed just under 


Mama’s Chickens _ 


~ fun they had had in the preparation of 


" -best' style money could buy? But, hell, we 































did not know her soul. For, if anyt 
Mama was a paradox; an enigma, 2 
and.every now and then her. lon é< 
fingers still reaclback from the gt 
send a cold chill up my spine. > - 

The burial would be as’sterile 
ble. A beauti iby. embossed ror 

Ay iady's jewe 


the surface as each.of the four Fryer girls 
fought for recognition and dominance over 
the conversation. Each one trying to outdo 
the other in bravado and hilarity. Oh, the 


Mama’s funeral. Wouldn’t she have been 
pleased us sending her out in such style, the 


didn’t have any! But then, that’s what 
Mama would have loved the best - some- 
thing for nothing. Us girls once again suc- 
cessfully using our feminine charms to get 
something for nothing, or close to nothing, 
from.a male, without his knowledge’ of it. 
For it was then that we had successfully 
played and won the game of schmooze.” 
Mama had taught her girls, and taugt 
them well. If you’re going to do anythim 
it with style, or it isn’t worth doing. Yo 
got blonde hair, bl : 
what more do yo 


way to sof 
into the 





es * ‘ 
assets, all girls, and espe— 
cially hers, cou schmooze their way into 

and out of an y given situation on the face of, svof 






“code of ethics?_w as part of the rich, yet 
somewhat disto ted; eritage our OLS had 
imparted upon us as her farewell bequ what’s 
Engrained in our souls was ‘the gover oll com. true 
law of our mother, be it good or bad, true or ~ So ne rid 
false. It was a huge part of who we had my life. os little girl within ans ic 
become. “It must be true. Mama told me so.” It i 
Today we would lay my mother’s tired with the greatness of sadness that I h 
and broken bones in the cold , unrelenting come to realize it isn’t so. Mama lied! 
ground. People I barely knew would sing 
songs proclaiming her an angel, people who . 














telling me daily who I am, w 
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All For the Love of God — The Adventures of a aces pane 


Chapter Two 


In writing this autobiography, I have chosen 

to write both something that recently hap- 

pened and earlier experiences in each issue. 
By Pedro Schultz 


I feel thrilled to be living in the McDonald 
Hotel Number One since June first. That is 
the new nickname for the old Macdonald 
Consolidated apartment building just west of 
Boyle Street Community Center and north of 
the downtown casino. 

I’ve enjoyed taking a regular route a cou- 
ple of times a day to, first the Boyle Street 
Community Center, next to the George Spady 
Centre for people who are intoxicated, third 
to the Hope Mission Herb Jamieson Centre. 
On the way I check to see if those lying down 
are still alive and offer fruit, juice, yogurt or 
sardines to my adopted family and friends in 
this area. 

When a young lady asked me yesterday 
for some fruit, I told her I couldn’t supply 
everyone so I limited myself to the things 
mentioned earlier. I told her that if she want- 
ed to adopt me as her grandfather, I could 
help her out, too. She gladly consented. 

One way I willingly help anyone who 
asks is with ice water. I freeze one third of a 
bottle of water, then fill it up with more 
water and take along cups. Many people 
have accepted this gratefully and it doesn’t 
cost me anything. 

My next stop has usually been the new 
Hope Mission. Here there are three meals a 
day, and mats for overnight. I have eaten 
there several times and enjoy the fellowship 
with my friends, family and others. The food 
has been quite good with adequate portions 
whenever I was there. 

Sometimes I would continue from there 
to the Lucky 97 grocery store to stock up on 
juice, fruit, yogurt and other things I needed 
When I did that, I would usually continue on 
to The Mustard Seed and Boyle McCauley 
Health Centre wehre I find peole I know and 
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who greet me with friendly greetings. 

My main motivation in these “missionary 
trips” as a street pastor is to trust God to 
use me as His servant, out of a motive of 
gratefulness for the abundant ways He has 
blessed me all of my life. 

My greatest joy is when God uses me to 
help someone become part of His family or 
uses me to help someone get a greater 
understanding of, appreciation for and 
relationship with Jesus Christ. 

“I've had people spying on you. I've come 
to believe that you are a genuine Christian. I 
want to confide in you about something: My 
dad was a pastor, and so was I. Now I'm run- 
ning four drug houses." That’s what an Asian 
gentleman said to me back in about 1995. 
We developed some trust in each other, and 
one day, a few weeks later, he asked me to 
follow him a few doors down from the 
International Hotel, from which he had done 
most of his drug business. 

I didn't know whether I could trust him, 
him being a dope dealer, but I have experi- 
enced so often that when I do God's will, in 
His time, by His power and guidance, and 
act out of love to Him, I can stand on the 
promise of Romans 8, 28-29: that God caus- 
es all things to work for our good, when we 
love Him, thus seeking to fit into His plans. 

Ken led me to a padlocked door, and 
there on the sofa of that room threw himself 
on his knees, crying:" Lord, I can't stand my 
life anymore, please have mercy on me and 
forgive my grave sins against You, and so 
many others I have hurt so terribly." We 
prayed, he accepted God's forgiveness again, 
turned himself in, and spent several years in 
the Edmonton Institution. There God used 
him to start a Christian ministry for Asians. 
Praise God! 

I lost touch with him after he moved to 
Calgary. I choose to respect his privacy 
though in not revealing his full name. I 
would sure appreciate hearing from you 
though, if you read this, Ken. 


July, 2008 


Private ecclesiastical notice 


All concerned men and women take notice that 
a private agreement between Donald 
Gordon Friske and Michael Mortens 
regarding indesputable facts and religious free- 
doms has been reached. The full text of this 
agreement may be seen at 
allcreatorsgifts.org, or phone (780) 481-8286 


All rights resrved in God's Law. 





Ben Henderson 
Councillor, Ward 4 
Phone 496-8146 
FAX 496-8113 
Ben.Henderson@edmonton.ca 








Ben 
Henderson 


Councillor, Ward 4 


Please Coutact Me 
on Ciuc Trsues 


ben.henderson@edmonton.ca 
Phone 496-8146 | Fax 496-8113 








To be contiued. 


Man of Christ Abased 


Chapter One - Summer’s End 
This month we begin the biography of Lauren 
Petersen. 


The death of my father slammed the door 
shut on my plans to enter missionary train- 
ing, and left me easy prey for the charming 
self proclaimed evangelist, Guy Garupa, a 
man, not of Christ Victorious, but a man of 
Christ abased. 

Dad spoke only once of his impending 
death. “I’ve never willingly hurt anyone,” he 
said, “So I’m not afraid to die.” His doctor 
told him to cut back on fat foods and to lose 
weight because of his high blood pressure, 
but he still ate as he pleased. He even 
enjoyed eating the fat part of a steak, saying 
the fat added flavour and although he had a 
row of pills in the medicine cabinet above the 
washstand in the kitchen, he never talked 
about being sick. 

For as long as I could remember, he had 
been there for those in need - neighbours 
came to the farm when for a ride to the doc- 
tor, and homeless strangers slept overnight 
in the house — neer-do-wells they were called. 
They slept in the living room, and after they 
left Mom boiled the sheets, pillowcases and 
dishes. She was afraid of TB and bedbugs. 

That last day, Dad came home for lunch 
— greasy hotcakes fried in pig lard, smothered 
with real butter and Roger’s Golden syrup, 
then went back to pick rocks in the field. 
Dad sold cream to the local creamery, so he 
never bought margarine. 

He didn’t ask me to help, as he would 
have in the past, since I was all grown up, 
and although I often helped out, my younger 
sister, Sharon, had just come home for a hol- 
iday before starting university, so we spent 
time chatting and picking strawberries. From 
the strawberry patch I could see Dad unload- 
ing rocks at the rock pile. 

One of the dogs came over, then just stood 
and looked at us, then walked away. 

I never saw Dad alive again. 

When Mom, Sharon and I got ready 
for the mid week prayer service, his 
supper of beef stew was still on the table. 
Two of the dogs came home, but the yellow 

one was out. Mom paced the kitchen; 
worried something had happened to Dad, so 
Sharon stayed home to see if the tractor had 
broken down. I wanted to stay home, too, 
but I had to pick up Sharon's friend, Lucy, 
for church. 

I couldn’t shake the little fingers of worry 
as I drove to Lucy’s, then on towards the 
church. Suddenly, I was engulfed in a power- 
ful feeling of darkness, and being lost and in 
pain. It swept over me like a cry of despair. 
Sharon told me the dogs stopped on the edge 
of the field, lifted their noses and howled. She 
knew, then, that Dad was dead. I don't know 
‘if that was what I picked up, but I stopped 
the car. Lucy looked at me questioningly. I 
just said, “I don’t feel well. You'll have to 
drives. 

Later, as I pulled into the yard, I saw 
the tractor and stone boat pulled up right in 


front of the step. Mom was wringing her hands 


knowing there was something wrong. 

Then Sharon walked out of the house 
her face chalky, and met us in the driveway. 
Dad’s dead.” she said. Just those two words, 
no softening of the blow, said with flat finali- 
ty. I followed her into the house, and into our 
bedroom where Dad lay on his back on the 
bed, still in his dirt covered work clothes 
with his work boots on. He looked like he 
was asleep. 

“I found him lying beside the stone-boat 
with his head upon a flat rock,” Sharon said. 
“Yellow was keeping watch at his side.” She 
ran home and phoned a neighbour who lifted 
Dad onto the stone boat, then drove the trac- 
tor home. 


“Y’ll get the doctor,” I said, but first I had 
to call my elder brother and my other sister. 
I called James first, then Annette. There was 
no good way to break the news, so I used the 
same stark words Sharon had used, “Dad’s 
dead.” There were no tears that night - Neil 
said he’d be right over from Red Deer, and 
Joanne said she would be flying in from New 
Brunswick. 

It was chilly so I pulled on Dad’s navy 
jacket, the one he wore to go into town, and 
went out to the car, finding comfort in 
wearing his jacket. I wanted to stay home, to 
grieve with my mother and my sister, but 
instead I drove eight, dark miles to pick up 





the elderly woman doctor, Dr. Hanson, who 
lived in the nearest village. She was said to 
have been shell shocked during the war, and 
had a speech impediment as a result. 

At the farmhouse Dr. Hanson wrote out a 
death certificate stating that Dad passed 
away from a “heart attack”, then told me 
to call for an ambulance for his body to be 
moved to the funeral home. By the time I had 
driven her home, James and his wife were 
there. Marlene was a small, warm person, 
and she took over the kitchen, making coffee 
and serving snacks. 

That night, no one slept. We just drank 
coffee and talked. James and Marlene left 
right after breakfast, and I went alone out to 
the barn to milk the cows — chores still had 
to be done. 

Evning fell and I picked up Annette at the 
airport. She walked into the terminal looking 
beautiful, slim and blonde, dressed in an dark 
suit and high heeled shoes. As always, I 
felt the impact of Annette’s presence, the 
older sister whom I loved and feared. Annette 
was the special one, the beautiful, smart sis- 
ter, the one whom the whole family wor- 
shiped and obeyed. What Annette wanted 
she got. Even after she left home I found 
myself continually cross checking with her 
critical voice in my head, a voice that con- 
stantly berated me, - “your nose is too 
long.... Your bust is too small..... you look 
like an old lady in that.....” relentless and 
penetrating. To be OK was to be like Annette, 
and I could never be like her, so I was 
doomed to failure. 

Although to outsiders Annette, Sharon 
and I looked so alike that we were often mis- 
taken for one another, it was the minor dif- 
ferences that created the rift between us. We 
were all blue eyed blondes, Annette just 
under feet five inches tall, me next in height 
at 5 feet 6 inches and Sharon the tallest at 5 
feet 7 inches. Where Annette and Sharon 
were full figured, I was flat and boyish. 
Annette had naturally curly hair, anda 
turned up nose. I had straighter hair, and a 


longer nose. I believe that Sharon blossomed 
into the family beauty although Annette still 
saw herself as the perfect sister. 

When we were children, Annette ruled 
the house with rage, hating everything we 
were, ashamed to even be seen in public with 
us. She even said she believed she was the 
daughter of a queen who had been mixed up 
in the hospital at birth, and commanded 
worshipful obedience. 

This was Annette's first visit home in nearly 
five years, so Sharon and I had almost forgotten 
our pitiful subservience to her. She had all the 
authority of a parent to us, but none of the 
love. A harch taskmaster, she demanded that 
we spend every Saturday cleaning, then baking 
for the week. We lived in contant fear of the 
invisible "they". Who "they" were, I didn't know, 
except "they" were outside the family, and were 
everyone except a few people who were the 
community rejects like the Moores with their 
alcoholic father and poor, ragged clothing. Moores 
did poorly in school, too, spending two years in 
each grade. Annette had to keep us from being 
like the Moores so we had to dress carefully, 
changing to go out in public. We and our home 
were an embarrassment to Annette. We walked 
two miles to shccol but when I started Grade One, 
she refused to be seen with me. She later said 
"I saw you sitting there crying with snot running 
down your face, and | didn't want anyone to 
know you were my sister.You looked like a Moore!" 
I walked alone. 

Mom was either lying in bed, dirt encrusted 
feet protruding from beneath the old feather quilt, 
or railing endlessly, her voice rising and falling as 
she voiced her anxieties and other woes. 

(After Annette moved away, mom recov- 
ered with a new treatment — injections of 
Vitamin B12. All the obscure symptoms she 
had complained about over the years, that 
the local “horse doctor” had dismissed, were 
actually symptoms of a severe vitamin B defi- 
ciency which manifests as mental illness- her 
endless ranting, her depressions, her 
headaches and tingling hands.) 

As I waited with Annette for the luggage, I 
I could feel her critical eyes appraising me. Had 
I gained weight, were my clothes acceptable - was 
she still ashamed of me? 

We barely spoke on the drive out to the farm. 
As soon as she stepped inside the house, Annette 
found her voice, ranting about how it looked. 

I was rescued when her husband, Lloyd, called, 
and I had to drive back to the airport. 

Lloyd was over six feet tall and like a 
manequin. Annette always boasted that she 
had made him everything he was — he had 
been an iron worker when she married him, 
but she encouraged him to get a job as man- 
ager of a finance company, a job where he 
wore suits and had his own office. Whether 
that was what Lloyd really wanted, no-one 
knew. 

While I was driving to the airport, Sharon 
stayed home to clean. As she worked, scrubbing, 
then scrubbing the floors again, Annette sat 
issuing orders and railing about what pigs we all 
were. There was no way to please Annette when 
she was in that fault finding mood. 

When I walked in with Lloyd, however, Annette's 
manner changed completely. She was warm and 
welcoming. I had seen that split second change 
of face many times. When we were growing up 
she could be ranting and raving about the house 
our clothes, some embarassment we had been, 
but when Dad walked in the door, she could 
halt the tireade in mid sentence and be all 
warm and welcoming to him, pouring his coffee. 

Annette poured Lloyd a cup of coffee and 
prepared him a sandwich, so I walked, unnoticcd 
into the bedroom, now with freshly changed 
sheets. I was too tired to think, my head hurt, and 
we had a funeral to plan the next day. 


To be continued 
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NO MORE MISTER NICE GUY 


Continued from page 2 


to the media before making it public official- 
ly, on condition that the reporters who 
receive the privileged information not share it 
with anyone else before a specified deadline. 
It's an honour system, according to 
Edmonton Journal columnist Graham 
Thomson (Stelmach looks vindictive banning 
the CBC, May 10, 2008). Reporters aren't 
physically locked up, except on rare special 
occasions, but they have to sign an agree- 
ment to keep the government's secrets until 
they are officially released. Before the provin- 
cial budget on April 22, a CBC reporter in 
virtual lockup reportedly let some details slip 
in a telephone conversation with a colleague 
in Calgary and that colleague reportedly let a 
secret or two drop in a telephone conversa- 
tion with someone in Calgary City Hall. 
Somebody ratted out the reporter. The CBC 
apologized. But that wasn't good enough for 
the Premier. Good-bye CBC. 

The thing is, the CBC didn't broadcast 
the information. Nobody got hurt. No damage 
was done except, perhaps, to some hitherto 
unrecognized hair-trigger sensitivity of the 
premier. Worse still, according to Thomson 
private broadcasters have jumped the gun on 
releasing budget details in the past, without 
any reaction or punishment from the govern- 
ment. Could it be that Eddie and the PCs 
trust private media to toe the 
government/party line and therefore can't 
afford to cut one of them off (for fear of 
offending a valuable mouthpiece), while they 
don't trust the CBC and happily take an 
opportunity to throw a handful of (oil?)sand 
in its electronic gears? 

Then there is the matter of who is being 
punished, the CBC and its viewers and lis- 
teners (of which I am neither; I do not own a 
television, and I never listen to CBC 
Edmonton or Calgary news). 

Item: Premier Stelmach and his fellow 
cabinet ministers (all of whom, in several 
ways, owe their jobs to the premier) voted to 
give themselves substantial raises at the end 
of May (a scant three months after the 
Stelmach-led Progressive Conservatives were 
returned to power with an unassailable 
majority). Stelmach's salary increases by 
$54,000, to $213,500, while cabinet minis- 
ters' salaries increase by $42,000 to 
$184,000. 

We're not talking serious money here, not 
really. Compared to the kinds of money and 
benefits earned (if that is the appropriate 
term) by corporate executives and directors 


Pedro’s N ews and Views 


Cigarette Butts Dumped on Homeless Man 


Saturday, June 14 at around 9:15 I came across a disgusting 


for managing budgets and planning chal- 
lenges similar to those faced by our govern- 
ment, Premier Stelmach and his crew are 
making chump change, even with the tax 
exemption they all enjoy on one-third of their 
salaries. We could factor in the million-dollar 
pension plans Premier Stelmach and some of 
his colleagues will collect when they leave 
politics, but they, too, pale in comparison to 
the severance package many corporate CEOs 
somehow manage to take with them, even 
when by any reasonable standard of evalua- 
tion, they fail spectacularly. It isn't the 
money. I know how hard politicians work, 
having spent some time on the fringes of gov- 
ernment. So I don't begrudge them the 
money. Premier Stelmach now makes about 
ten times what I can expect to take home in 
a year. But believe me, it isn't the money. He 
works at least ten times as hard as I do. 

It's the arrogance. 

I'm not thinking of the fact that the pre- 
mier and his cabinet voted among themselves 
for themselves in deciding to raise their pay. 
The premier was right in what he said about 
the question of politicians' pay raises: there 
is no easy way to do it. 

I'm thinking of the way Premier Stelmach 
and his colleagues, especially in this case his 
employment minister, Hector Goudreau, 
demean unionized working people in this 
province, who are not (and never have been) 
in a position sit down at a massive round 
table at Government House and decide how 
much money they are going to pay them- 
selves. 

Item: Less than a week after giving them- 
selves generous (but not, I repeat, unreason- 
able raises) Premier Stelmach, speaking (I 
think we can be sure) through his employ- 
ment minister, Hector Goudreau, introduced, 
and in short order passed, a labour bill that 
can only be viewed as punishment for the 
labour unions of Alberta for their campaign 
against the premier during the recent elec- 
tion. 

I'm not a joiner. I have turned down two 
opportunities to join a union. I have seldom 
liked doing what a majority tells me I have to 
do, whether that majority hold sway over my 
workplace, my government, my religion, or 
anywhere else in my humble affairs. But I 
saw my father find some dignity for himself, 
some security for his family, and a modest 
wage for a hard day's pay as a member of the 
United Mineworkers at a time when Alberta 
was not the land of silk and money. And I 
know without any hint of uncertainty that I 
and every other non-union worker at any job 
in Alberta are to some degree free riders on 


the wage and benefits levels that prevail in 
Alberta as a result of the collective bargain- 
ing activities, including the occasional strike, 
of unions. 

Thanks to the efforts of Ralph Klein and 
his governments, union workers comprise 
just over one-fifth of workers in Alberta, the 
lowest level in the West and probably all of 
Canada. If Ed Stelmach and his government 
have their way, the proportion of union work- 
ers in Alberta will fall even further. But if 
that happens, there will come a time when 
wages and working conditions in Alberta 
decline, probably dramatically. When there 
are not enough (or no) workers willing and 
able, thanks to the solidarity and organizing 
skills offered by unions, to draw (picket) lines 
in the (oil)sand; when workers in Alberta are 
forced to stand up for themselves as individ- 
uals, rather than groups, against corpora- 
tions and governments wielding or influenced 
by the collective power of wealth; when the 
need for workers no longer exceeds the sup- 
ply (and that time will come, some day, even 
to Alberta) workers in Alberta will have rea- 
son to regret their free rides and their failure 
to speak out against the union-busting tac- 
tics of the Stelmach government and the 
non-union employers who cheer them on. 

But when the business of government 
amounts to rewarding those who suck up to 
power and punishing those who don't, 
democracy and fair play suffer. If such 
behaviour continues unchecked or even 
unquestioned, we will all be the worse for it. 

Item: "Premier Ed Stelmach condemned 
the Liberal opposition as ‘subversive’ and 
suggested today the party's MLAs lack pride 
in Alberta, as he fervently defended his pro- 
posed $25-million government public-rela- 
tions campaign." (Edmonton Journal, May 
13, 2008) 

Alberta has a good education system. | 
went through it. So did Ed Stelmach. He will 
have learned, as I did, that, in the British 
parliamentary system, which we follow, the 
opposition serves a useful and necessary 
purpose. It tests government policies and 
proposals by challenging them and forcing 
the government to analyze, explain, and 
defend them. That is the opposition's job: to 
oppose. Premier Stelmach and his cabinet 
may believe that an overwhelming majority 
gives them the right to govern and act with 
impunity. If so, they are wrong. In such 
cases, government should proceed with more, 
not less, caution and sensitivity. Too bad our 
premier and his government don't under- 
stand that. 


spectacle. On the bench at 107 Avenue and 96 street I noticed hun- 
dreds of cigarette butts on the street and three men by a bench. As 
I got closer, I saw what looked like a body stretched out on the 
bench, completely covered from head to toe with a layer of cigarette 
ashes about two cm. deep. 

I started to brush them off the victim’s face and hair, and 
helped him to sit up. It took quite a while to get most of the soot 
and butts out of the his hair and off his face and clothes. 

One of the men nearby smirked, “Leave him be.” The men were 
all obviously drunk. 

People at the corner house adjacent to the bench said that a 
diesel truck stopped and the occupants dumped this large pile of 
butts and ashes on the sleeping victim. They also paid a drug 
addict in the vicinity a loonie to check up on the man to see if he 
was still alive because they feared he would choke on so many 
ashes. 

The three men began to show some compassion for the victim, 
and for me being willing to help him. After I phoned the Hope 
Mission, paramedics came, checked the man over and took him 
away. 


Cleaning up the Streets 


Recently various strategies have been suggested to clean-up our 
city. One day, I was very upset at the mess I saw at the bus stop. 
Then it was as if God whispered to my mind: "Why don't you clean 
it up?! After doing this I felt pride about how clean the area looked, 
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and that I was able to play a role in making a small part of 
Edmonton cleaner. Others have been doing similar things. Are 
there any businesses or other organizations who would donate 
plastic gloves or gift certificates to people caught cleaning up? How 
about if bus drivers were given plastic gloves and bus tickets to give 
to them? The Edmonton Street News could publish the names of 
some of people who make our city cleaner, to recognize their contri- 


bution to Edmonton's appearance. 
How about a cleanliness tax against all those who contribute 


most to Edmonton’s trash as well? Such as for companies who pro- 
duce free publications that blow around all over the city. 


Editors Note: Capital Health will supply free gloves and lend out 
the necessary tools to pick up garbage for persons who want to help to 
clean up the city. 


Seeking Solutions for Times like These 


Small portable houses provide extra living space 





There simply isn’t enough affordable 
housing for low income renters, and over- 
crowding suites meant for single person 
occupancy or taking in extra people in 
already maxed out homes just doesn’t work. 
But what if home and business owners could 
place small satellite houses that feed off the 
donor house for power, water and sewage on 
their lots? Dan Scaber has drawn up plans 
for just that - a “single person portable 
home” that could be built for as little as 
$4,000. These units could provide housing 
for guests, a live in nanny who needs to have 
her own bedroom space, a student, a care- 
giver for an elderly person, or even a home- 
less person who may not fit in with the fami- 
ly life style if under the same roof. 

“It would be like a holiday trailer but it 
would be well insulated for the winter,” 
Scaber said. “And it would give more security 
than a tent which can be easily broken into.” 
He has even been pricing out safes that 
could be part of the unit. 

Dan is already working on a prototype. 
Because the houses would be portable, there 
is no need for permits to dig into the ground. 
The whole structure is 8.5 feet by 8.5 feet so 
it can be moved from one spot to another on 
a flat trailer without needing a permit for 
hauling an extra wide load. The walls are 
insulated with six inches of foam insulation, 
and the unit is heated with heat coils under 
the floor that provide heat for the interior as 
well as for the tanks under the floor for 
sewage, clean water and gray water. The 
small house is designed to run on a 12 volt 
system, getting electricity from the donor 
house, and waste passes through a flo jet 
pump which shreds everything so it can be 
disposed of with a hose to an existing toilet. 

The single person portable house has 
enough space for a bathroom, patterned after 
those on trains where the shower is above 
the toilet, a kitchen area with a small table 
and chairs, and a bed. 

“I’ve been slowly picking up things for the 
house, and some things I get free, like the 
150 gallon tank I just picked up,” Scaber 
said, indicating a big gray metal tank behind 
his house. 

The small portable houses are not meant 
to be permanent homes, but to provide shel- 
ter on a short-term basis, or to provide extra 
privacy for homes where there are not 
enough bedrooms. They can be easily moved 
from one yard to another as needs change. 

According to the ADHA study on housing, 
the minimum amount of space needed in a 
home for sanity for one person is 180 cubic 
feet. 

By Linda Dumont 


Dan Scaber wit Va flo jet pu mp ani 


Comments 
Regarding minimum space 


A room 6.5 Ft long, 4.25 Ft wide and 6.5 
Ft high, would be 180 cubic Ft. As long as the 
person was not much over six feet tall they 
would be able to lie down flat, stand up 
straight and extend arms full length in the 
long axis of the room. If the bed was three 
and a quarter feet wide they could put feet 

at on the floor perpendicular to the bed.Its 
about the size of a small apartment closet. 
Dan's skid shack would be almost twice as 
wide with a toilet/ shower at one end. 

We do have high expectations here. 

In India bathrooms don't have separate 
shower stalls or tubs. The whole room is tiled 
and water just comes out of a faucet inthe _ 
wall and drains through a floor drain.This is 

‘or rich people, 80% of the population does not 
have a toilet or shower. I've seen houses ten 
by twelve feet or so, average bedroom size, 
where four or five people live with no furniture 
except the TV perched on a shelf in one cor- 
ner, mats and bedding rolled up and parked 
along the wall during the day. Eating is all 
done squatting around a cloth in the middle of 
the floor. 

Theresa McBrya 

Apparently in Japan, you can rent aprt- 
ments that are only four feet high, so you 
can't stnd up in them. I spoke to a person who 
went there to teach ESL. Your bed is a mat 
that rolls up, and you sit on the floor with a 
low table. 
























PETER GOLDRING 


Member of Parliament 
Edmonton East 


CANADA DAY: TIME TO REFLECT AND TO CELEBRATE 





As Canada turns 141 on July 1 and as we celebrate 
across the country, Canada Day offers us a time to reflect 
on what it means to be a citizen of this great nation, a 
country chosen time and time again as the best place in 
the world to live. 





Millions of new immigrants to Canada have found it to 
be a land of opportunity, a destination of choice in escap- 
ing poverty, war and despotism. For them this day is in- 
deed a very special day and a good reason to celebrate. 





Since Confederation it is the people who have made this 
country great. 
























More than two million men and women have served in 
uniform to protect our freedom and lifestyle. More than 
115,000 of them paid the ultimate sacrifice with their lives. 


Not that long ago the CBC asked Canadians to choose 
the ‘greatest Canadian.’ | think it's a reflection of who we 
are as Canadians that of the top 10 (out of 140,000 peo- 
ple nominated!) four were politicians with truly nation- 
changing legacies (Tommy Douglas, the father of Medi- 
care, Lester B. Pearson, the father of peacekeeping, Sir. 
John A. MacDonald, father of the nation and Pierre Tru- 
deau, who gave us the Charter of Rights and Freedoms). 


The others? A sports star (Wayne Gretzky), a medical 
researcher (Sir Frederick Banting), a cancer crusader 
(Terry Fox), an environmentalist (David Suzuki), a broad- 
caster (Don Cherry) and an inventor (Alexander Graham 
Bell). Each one of that final 10 had an impact on our na- 
tion. However, while they may have topped a poll saying 
they were ‘the greatest,’ it is the veterans, unsung heroes, 
seniors, all citizens of this country that have made and 
continue to make Canada a great nation. 


What do you think? 





495-3261 www.petergoldring.ca 


Karen Leibovici 
Councillor, Ward 1 


2nd Floor, 

1 Sir Winston Churchill Sq., 
Edmonton, AB T5J 2R7 

Phone: 496-8120 Fax: 496-8113 
Email: karen.leibovici@edmonton.ca 


Vendor: Vivian 
n be found at the Old 


hcona Farmers’ Market 
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